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My dear Mouse frieNds, 

Have I ever told you How mucH I love sciesce 
fictioN? I’ve always waNted to write iNcredible 
adveNtures Set iN aNother diweNSioN, but I’ve Never 
believed that parallel uNiverses exist. • • uwtil now! 



Tbat’s because wy good friesd Professor Paws 
VON Volt, the brilliaNt, secretive scieNtist, Has 
just wade aN iNcredible discovery. TbaNks to sowe 
Mousetropic calculatioNS, He deterwiNed tHat tHere 
are waNy differeNt diweNSioNS iN tiMe aNd Space, 
wHere aNytHiNg could be possible. 

iHe professor’s work iNSpired we to write tHis 
ScieNce fictioN adveNture iN wHicH wy 
family aNd I travel tHrougH space 


Professor 
Paws von Volt 


iN searcH of New worlds- 
We’re a fabuMouse crew: 
tHe spacewice! 

I Hope you eNjoy tHiS 
iNtergalactic adveNture! 
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In the darkness of the forth 
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An Annual 
Inspection 


It was a calm Monday on the spaceship 
MouseStar 1. There were no COSIDJ'C 
disturbances, no alien invasions 
in the galaxy, and no 
planets on the horizon. 

Basically, it was a stress-free day, which 
hadn’t happened in weeks, months or 
maybe even^e^f®(§! I was about to sit back 
in my command chair, kick up my paws, and 
put the spaceship on autopilot. 

Then suddenly . . . 

BEEP/ BEEEEP/ 
BEEEEEEP/ 

What was that noise? 

I looked at the screen in front of me. My 






Ah Annual Inspection 


DieiTAL GALCNDAR had an urgent 
meeting on it. Galactic Gorgonzola, I had 
completely fofQOtten! 

Oh, excuse me, I haven’t introduced 
myself: My name is Stiltonix, Gsronimo 
BtiltoniX. I’m the captain of the MouseStar 1, 
the most fabumouse spaceship in the 
universe (though to 
be honest, my 
real dream 
is to be a 
writer!). Now, 
where was I? Oh, 
yes: According to my digital 
calendar, today was the MouseStar f’s 
annual mEeMAnfeAL inspection. 

I was scheduled to tour the ship with 
our mechanic, Sally de Wrench. We would 

closely examine the motor room, the 






Ah Annual Inspection 




boiler room, the garbage storage room, and 
diglWon Other places. 

I was so |j}(X|m about 
the inspection that my fur was soaked with 
sweat. You probably think 1 was dfPdld 
the ship wouldn’t pass the tests! But the 
real reason for my anxiety was Sally de 
Wrench. You see, she is the most fascinating 
mouse in the entire galaxy, and I have an 
E3E3QEI1E1QE3QQ crush on her! 
Every time I see her, my legs go as soft as 
cream cheese, my squeak gets stuck in my 

throat, and HIV brain tums to Brie! 

As I was thinking about Sally, MouseStar 
Vs onboard computer, Hologramix, spoke 
up. 

die is waiting for 

you on the lower level!” 

I began to TilSMSltS from the ends of 




my whiskers to the 
tip of my tail. I tried 
to get out of my 
command chair, but 
my paws were heavier 
than wheels of aged 
Parmesan and my 
knees like 

sticks of string cheese. 

Unfortunately, my 
cousin Trap was 
sitting next to me, 
playing Space 
checkers against his 
computer. 

“What’s up, Cuz?” 
he asked. “You seem 

stuck!” 

“N-no,it’s nothing,” 
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I stammered, my snout turning red with 
embarrassment. “I was just getting up.” 

Trap took one look at me and figured 
out what was going on. 

“Looks like someone is QftClid to be 
alone with Sally, hmm?” he teased me. 




Sweet As Honey 
ON Cheese! 


Trap me toward the door of 

the command center. 

“Cousin, you are as sw©®tt on Sally 
as honey on cheese,” he said, shaking his 
snout. “But Tm here to help 

you. Let’s go—you don’t want to keep her 
waiting!” 

Mousy meteorites! Trap wanted to 
come with me for the inspection. I knew 
he would only make me feel even more 
embarrasseci! But before I could 
protest, my cousin had grabbed me by the 
paw and pushed me into the liftfiX, the 
special elevator that transports spacemice 





from one floor of our spaceship to another. 

As soon as I stepped into the liftrix, a jet 
of air whisked me down to the lower levels 
of the MouseStar 1. 

“Ahhhh!” I squeaked, caught off guard. 

In one galactic second, I tumbled 
out of the glass tube and onto the floor of 
the lower level of the spaceship. I was about 
to get up, when . . . 

BAn.) 

Trap crashed into me like an out-of¬ 
orbit meteorite! 








Ha, ha, ha! 


''Whoops,” my cousin 
squeaked. "Sorry, Geronimo!” 

Before I could 6£T OUT from 
under him, I heard a sweet 

female voice. 

"Are you okay, CAPTAiN?” 
the voice asked. "What 
happened?” 

Sally de Wrench was 
right in front of me. 















Sweet As Honey on Cheese! 




Holey moon craters! How embarrassing! 

I got to my paws and tried to think of 
something to say. But as I 

stood there staring at Sally’s big Ll-ue eyes, 
my thoughts vanished like ChfiGSG in a black 
hole! 



Luckily, Trap came to my rescue. 

“A pressure problem inside the liftrix 
ready, made US lose our he 

fibbed. 

“Oh, my,” Sally replied. “I’ll be 
sure to take a look at that later. 
Now, are you ready to begin our 

inspection. Captain?” 

“N-no,” I stuttered. “I mean, 
y-yes!” 

Trap PinCh0ll me on the tail. 
YIHES! I had to get my nerves under 
control! 



Sweet As H oney on Cheese! 




I cleared my throat and did my best to 

sound confident. 

“Yes, I’m ready!” 

Trap patted me on the shoulder so hrCird 
I almost fell over again. 

“Good,” he said with a wink. “I’ll head 
back to the COMMAfVID CGrVITGR, then. 
See you later, Cuz!” 

And so I set out on my inspection of 
the MouseStar 1 with Sally as my guide. She 
explained all the TlC^^DCfiL details to 
me as we toured the spaceship. Even though 
I’m the captain, I have to admit that I don’t 
have a about how the ship works! 

It’s a good thing Sally is such an excellent 
mechanic. 



Captain!” 


Sally announced after we had completed 
our inspection of the craft’s 9?^ 
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I tried to think of something witty to 
0gQ]0di3 so that I’d get just a little 
more time with Sally, but my mind went 
completely BLA.NK. 

“Um, er, e-e-everything seems to be okay!” 
I stuttered. 

Sally 

“If you need any further explanations, just 
Ipt me know,” she said kindly. 



Then she shook my paw and 
walked off. 

The touch of her paw made 


turn than 


me turn 


the planet Mars. Oh, Tm such a 
hopeless 


— ^ — 

Don't Be Late! 


As soon as I returned to the command 
center, Trap practically jumped on my 
tail. 

“So, how did it go?” he asked. 

“Well, Sally did my paw,” I said 

with a sigh. “But I couldn’t think of anything 
intelligent to say!” 

“When’s the next inspection?” Trap asked. 

“Not for another six months,” I replied. 

“But that’s such a time from now!” 

my cousin said with a gasp. 

“That’s the protocol,” I said with a shrug. 
“And I’ll have plenty of time to write my 
novel in the meantime.” 

Trap shook his head. Then he got a 
mischievous in his eye. That look 
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meant only one thing: G[F®(y][bDO! 

“Wh-what is it?” I asked, suddenly very 
Unbi. My cousin always seems to come up 
with the most mfPOSSniM schemes! 

“Geronimo, what do you say we have a 
nice dinner together tonight?” he asked 
iNNOC^IVITtY. 

“Thanks, but I’m very busy —” I began. 

“Come on!” he said, cutting me off. “We 
can have a We never spend 

any quality time together.” 

Hmm. I considered his proposal. The 
MouseStar I’s chef, Squizzy, does make 


d:e-ii'cio:u'S 


“Oh, all right,” I said. “You convinced 
me! After all, it’s easier to write on a flll-I: 

si@;niiaiCLh:.” 

“Meet me at eight at the Space Yum Cafe,” 
Trap ordered. “And don’t be late!” 
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I headed back to my room to get ready. 
As soon as I opened the door, my personal 
assistant robot, ASSISTATUIX, 
grabbed me, lifted me up, and dropped me 
in my Sj^vki/e^yyio/U/syi^ shower pod. 

MCLP! I squeaked. “Let me go!” 

But Assistatrix i^nOrSCl me. A 
moment later, my fur was being scrubbed, 
rinsed, and dried. 

Then it was time to get dreSSed. 

“Captain, I suggest you wear a dinner 
jacAet and your ■fci6 
with the galaxies on 
it,” Assistatrix said. 

“Dinner jacket?!” 

I protested. “But 
Tm not going to an 
interstellar gala!” 

“Your cousin advised 

• 0 * 






f irst the 


me to dress you 

elegantly! ” 

Assistatrix said. 

“But you’re my 
personal assistant 
robot, not Trap’s,” 
I replied. “You’re 
supposed to do 
what I —” 

Before I could 
finish my sentence, 
though, Assistatrix 
had slipped the suit 
over my head 
and sprayed 
me in a cloud 

of eosWfe 
chEDDai^ 
eoLoeNE! 


Don’t Be LateL 


Then it nudged me out of my room with 
a firm shove. 

“Hurry, Captain,” it yelled. “You’re already 
late!” 

I looked around, hoping to catch an 
QSSP0i®S3B to the Space Yum Cafe. 

Then I heard a little voice behind me. 
UNCLE C! You look so elegant!” 

It was my sweet nephew 
and his friend 

“Hi!” I greeted them. “Tm meeting Trap 
for dinner.” 

The mouselets began to giggle. It was 
almost as if they knew something 
I didn’t. 

“Yes, he told us!” Bugsy 
squeaked. 

“Actually, could you bring 
him these?” Benjamin added, 
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handing me a box of Gor 90 nzola chocolates. 

“But why?” I asked, confused. 

“Um, he forgot them in the command 
room,” Bugsy explained. 

“Hurry, Uncle,” Benjamin squeaked. 
“You don’t want to make, um. Trap wait!” 

Bugsy Wugsy and Benjamin burst into 
giggles again. What was so funny? 

When I arrived at the YdSIH 

Squizzy greeted me at the entrance. 
“Welcome, CdPtSill!” he said. “Your 
cousin Trap told me to inform you that he 
will arrive in a moment. Meanwhile, please 
come this way!” 

Squizzy led me to a private room in the 
back of the restaurant. A giant WfNWW 
offered a breathtaking view of the qokoiKif 

“Are you sure this is our table?” I asked, 
stunned. It seemed a little too pancy 




Don't Be Late! 




for a quick bite with Trap. 

“Of course, Captain!” Squizzy answered, 
lighting a candle on the table. 

StteUDair Swf SSF A candle? What was 
going on? 

















A Date in Space! 



^'itk’VThea? 


A moment later, I heard a ^o-und. I turned 
to see . . . Sally de Wrench! 

My paws began to sweat and my tail bjotsitd 
into a knot. She looked extraordinary! Her 
long evening gown 
in the galaxy light, and her eyes 
sparkled like stars. 

But just a minute! What was she 
doing here?! 

We LOOI^ED at each 
other in silence for a 
second. Then we both 
SCiye’Siked at once: 

“But... where’s Trap?” 
“But . . . where’s 


Thea?” 







mmmmm 


A Date in Space! 



Then I understood: My cousin 

Trap had led me to believe we were going 
to dinner together. But he had arranged for 
me to have dinner with Sally instead. That’s 
why I was so diPessed up! 

And my sister, Thea, must have done the 
same thing to fiALLV ! 





A Date in Space! 


“So that’s why Thea insisted I look e.(egaKt,” 
Sally said as she sat down at the table with 
me. 

And that’s why Benjamin had given me the 
Gorgonzola chocolates: It was a present 
for Sally! With my heart I 

handed her the box. 

“A s-small gift for you,” I stuttered. 

She smiled at me, and I turned BRieHt 
RCD! 

“Thank you!” she said. “You’re quite a 

gentlemouse, Captain!” 

I fuelfeed like fondue when I heard the 
compliment. 

“This is a really beautiful view, isn’t it?” 
I asked, trying to keep my whiskers from 
S HS^KIKC as I squeaked. 

“Yes,” Sally agreed, smiling kindly. “Trap 
and Thea certainly went out of their way 






A Date in Space! 



Onion soup 

A»»MtL7tOo^L^ 


y^C;^reir„. 

^^rufae 


to organize a really mouserific evening 
for us!” 

A moment later, SfU/i/zzi^ arrived with 
our menus. 





Splattt! 


After a few moments of awkwaiPd 
silence, Sally got the conversation going. 

“So, what do you like to do best. Captain?” 
she asked. 

“Er—well, to tell you the truth, my real 
passion is writing,” I admitted. 

“Wow!” Sally exclaimed. “I had no idea. 
What are you working on?” 

“It’s a HOVtl called —” 

But before I could finish my sentence . . . 



Something Slimy and slud3Y splattered 
against the window of the dining room! I 
decided to ignore it. I wouldn’t let that goopy 
slime interfere with my romantic dinner! 



Splattt! 


“As I was saying,” I continued. “I’m 
writing a novel about spacemice. I’m still on 
the first chapter—” . 

Dlj^! SP^h! Ci^! 

Sally and I turned toward the window. 
Hundreds of objects in all shapes and 
66cfty^ straight toward the 

MouseStar 1 ! 

A moment later, Hologramix appeared 
in the air in front of us. 

YELLOW ALERTI YELLOW 
ALERTI YELLOW ALERTi 

Hologramix shouted. 

Martian mozzarella! A yellow alert? That 
meant there was a real We 

were in d^ngeil 

“Our spaceship is passing through a 
Clu$teT of unidentified objects,” 


sizes were ^ 


7 
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Hologramix explained. “Captain, 
get to the eon-bl®ol l®OOpi 
right away!” 

How unlucky! A yellow 
elert right in the middle 
of my dinner with Sally! 
“I’m sorry, Sally,” I said 
with a sigh. “But I really 
have to go.” 

“Don’t worry. Captain,” she replied 
quickly. “I’m happy to come with you! I’ll 
help you figure out what those objects are.” 

We hopped in an astrotaxi and ZOOMED 
toward the command center. When we 
stepped into the room, everyone turned to 

look at us. 

Trap and Thea winked at me, Benjamin 
and Bugsy Wugsy giggled under their 
whiskers, and Grandfather William looked 



Splattt! 


ANGRIER than a cosmocat with space fleas! 

“What took you so Grandson?” 

my grandfather grumbled. “And look how 
you’re dressed. Don’t tell me that you 
were at a IFavsGy gala while our spaceship 
is splashing through a sea of space junk!” 


“Um, hello, Grandfather!” I replied, not 
sure what else I should say. 
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there’s an £rDER,6En(?y?” he continued to 
berate me. 

“Don’t be angry , sir,” Sally intervened. 
“Your grandson was at dinner with me.” 

Suddenly, my grandfather changed his 

attitude. 

“Oh, excuse me!” he replied. “Well, 
everyone deserves a night off every now and 
then, right?” 

ZKortcC^itl Sally had managed to defend 
me successfully to my grandfather! 

“Of course,” Sally agreed. “Now, let’s 
get to more important issues: Did you say 
something earlier about SOSffiE?” 

“Yes!” Grandfather replied. “Space junk 
is at top speeds!” 



— — 

Watch Out: 
Junk Ahead! 


Space junk? What was my grandfather 
talking about? 

“Space junk is a conglomeration of 
many unwanted objects that job^ 
are floating through space,” 
explained prxjfes'oY' QreaKftLr, 

MouseStar Vs resident 
scientist. 

Sally NODDED in 
agreement and squeaked, 

“I think I saw a piece of an 
old motor!” 

But Robotix, the ship’s know-it-all 
multipurpose robot, corrected her. 
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“To be precise, it was a piece of an 
(N+gi^eLLai^ wave antenna,” he said. 
“Are we in danger?” I asked. I was 
ed about my ship and its crew. 
“Not if we remain U!ll,” Thea 
explained. “That’s why I already 
turned off the motors. But if 
we start up the ship again, 
a piece of metal could 
the external 

hull!” 

“Well, what do we do 
now?” Trap asked 
impatiently. “Wait until the 
junk floats away?” 

“Yes, but that could 
take days, or even weeks!” 

Professor Greenfur 
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golat® Snoked qouda] we had 

to come up with another solution. 

Suddenly, I remembered something I’d 
seen during the inspection that morning. 

“We could collect the garbage and 
recycle it using the St cl lor GorbOQC 
Sortrix,” I suggested. 

“That’s a great idea!” Benjamin exclaimed. 
“We learned all about recycling in school. 



; From the Encyclopedia 
iGalactica, 


A superstellar piece of 
machinery that can analyze, 
break down, and recycle 
garbage and waste. The Stellar 
Garbage Sortrix then uses the 
recycled materials to create 
small objects for use in daily life. 
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Instead of tHROUlinG all the garbage out, 
the Sortrix will divide it up based on the 
material it’s made of. Then it can be broken 
down and turned into new ebjaets.” 

Professor Greenfur did some calculations. 
“We should be able to clean everything up 
and get TwovtK^ again in about three galactic 
hours! ” 

Everyone cheered. 

“Well done, Grandson,” my grandfather 
said, a look of SBaOBBsO on 
his snout. “I knew there was a reason I 
appointed you captain of this spaceship!” 

I couldn’t believe it. Was Grandfather 
really ®®ciiD[plS[!0D®i}D{}8[Si| me? That only happened 
once in a blue-Gheese moon. 

“Um, wow! Thanks,” I replied, still 
stunned. 

But then Grandfather continued. “Since 
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you had such a idea, Geronimo, 

I elect you to be the official space junk 
collector!” 

Ah. I knew ft was too good to be true! 

“Come on, Cuz,” Trap said confidently. 
“I’ll come with you! A bit of 6X€rciS€ 
will be good for us!” 

“But I suffer from terrible 

whenever I go on a space walk!” 
I squeaked in pre+est 

“Aw, you’ll be fine,” Trap replied. 

There was nothing I could do. A few 
moments later, I was wearing a spacesuit 
and headed off into the cosmos to pick up 
the MaSN! 

Soon I heard Sally’s voice through a 
microphone in my helmet. 

“When you’re ready. I’ll activate the 
VA^UUrn,” she explained. “You’ll use it to 
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SIrt&k. ttp all the space junk.” 

Trap squeaked immediately. 

I was still trying to figure out how my 
spacesuit worked, but it was too late. 

The vacuum was already on, and the tube 
had ^0Y'gj^J5e;cf itself around me! 

“Grab the handle, Geronimo!” Trap yelled. 

Handle? I reached out and tried to 
AIM the tube toward a mass of garbage. 
But my paw ended up at the mouth of the 
tube instead, and I was nearly sucked inside. 

“Trap, heeeeeelp!” I squeaked in terrOf. 

Luckily, he quickly came to my rescue. 

Then a piece of trash got stuck in the tube 
and Sally had to reverse the flow to get it 
out. But I didn’t move in time—and I was 
blasted with a Spray of liquid garbage. 

Mousey meteorites, what a day! 








Whose Trash Is It? 


Once we had successfully vacuumed up 
all the trash, Trap and I to the 

command center. 

“Great work, team!” Thea cheered. Then 
she turned the MouseStar I’s motors 
back on and we began moving again. 

“I wonder where all that came 

from,” Professor Greenfur mused. 

“Well, if you had ever thought to ask your 
resident robot genius for help, you might 
know the answer,” Robotix replied in a very 
ANNOVED tone. “But no. Instead you rely 
on that digital fur-faced lllllBiflIll that 
appears and disappears whenever it wants!” 

Sure enough, in an instant, Hologramix 

appeared. 




Whose Trash Is It? 


“How dare you! ” how 

the computer 
countered. “I 
resolve seven 

Oa 

hundred forty- 
nine queries 
every second!” 

“And yet 
you don’t know 
how to identify a simple 
piece of garbage!” 

Robotix replied in a huff. 

Somehow, Trap managed to CS^ltk the 
two of them. They never missed a chance to 
fight about which one was a more developed 

form of artificial intelligence. 

Once they had stopped arguing, I took 
Robotix’s bait. 

“Robotix, do you know where the space 
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junk came from?” I asked. 

The robot looked at me with satisfaction. 

“Of course!” he replied. “The trash is from 
Planet Cleanix, Captain! It’s easy to figure it 
out: Just look at the pieces of mctd .1 out 
there.” 

“Huh?” I asked, confused. Robotix just 
sighed and shook his head. 

“My memory bank contains a list of all 
the robotics that have ever been produced 
in this eaLaxv ,” Robotix explained. “And 
these pieces come from Cleanix!” 

“So all the trash must be from Cleanix,” 
Trap concluded. “StTCllSr SUliSS, what 
littermice!” 

“It’s true,” Professor Greenfur confirmed 
a moment later. “I calculated the 
of the garbage, and the planet 
Cleanix is located right in this part of the 
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galaxy, so it all makes sense!” 

“Okay, we now know Cleanix has a 
garba-g^-diSf^Sa-l problem,” I said 
with a yawn. “Now if you’ll excuse me, I 
really need to get some (§leep. It’s very late 
and I’m so tiTCd. And tomorrow —” 

“Tomorrow we head to CleaniX!” 
Grandfather William interrupted. “This 
galaxy belongs to all of us, and everyone 
must work together to keep it OMlli il.” 

“Of course,” I agreed. “But we already 
cleaned up the mess ourselves.” 

“That doesn’t matter!” Grandfather 
explained. “It is our to understand 

what’s happening there. Maybe they could 
use our Help Isn’t that right. Captain?” 

“Y-yes, of course,” I said quickly. 

Sally agreed as well. 

“It’s true,” she said. “That floating garbage 
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could be really T 3 \NjCiEI\pl/S for other 


the planet r/ spaceships! 

,to9* 


We need 
to do something 
about it right away.” 

Our midsiofi was 

clear. 

“Spacemice, tomorrow 
morning, we leave for 

Cleanix!” 



Sparkly Clean 
Spapklina 


At seven the next morning, the whole 
MouseStar 1 crew was in the command 
center and ready to 

I cleared my throat. 

“Thea, are all systems ready?” 

my sister replied. 

“Then let’s head toward Cleanix at 
_ !^I ordered. 

When we neared the planet, Thea slowed 
down the ship so that she could maneuver 
around large of garbage that were 

floating in space. 

Suddenly, Benjamin pointed at something 
outside the spaceship. 
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“Look, Uncle!” he squeaked. “You can see 
Cleanix. Doesn’t it look OW?” 

I peeked out the enormouse command 
center window. Sure enough, 
^ the planet was straight 

ahead of us. Half of it 
was unusually 
and ipai®kl^, while 
the other half was 
wrapped in a GREENISH 
G. 

strange!” I agreed. 
^ ^ “Hologramix, what do you know 

about this planet and its inhabitants?” 

The computer responded instantly: “Half 
the planet is populated by Cleanix aliens, 
while the other half is 
Cleanix aliens are known for their excellent 
manners and extreme cleanliness.” 





SpAR KLY CLEAhL Spap klina 




I breathed a Sigh of relief. Maybe we 
would finally have a peaceful mission! 

“We have reached the Safety distance from 
the planet,” Thea announced. “The landing 
ship is QQQQQQQD, and Tve alerted 
the Cleanix aliens to our arrival.” 

“Great work!” I exclaimed. “Trap and 
Thea, put on your spacesuits and get ready 
for our M\ee\ON!” 

I felt a tug at my sleeve, and I looked down 
into the wide eyes of my sweet nephew. 

“Uncle, can we come, too?” he asked. 
“We learned all about the capital of Cleanix 
in school. Sparklina is a very high-tech 
city, and we would really (ova to see it! ” 

I looked at Benjamin and Bugsy. They 
were so excited ! And it did seem like it 
would be a pretty excursion. 

“Okay,” I replied. “But you have to 
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promise you’ll stay near us the entire 
time. Agreed?” 

course, uncle GI” they replied in 

unison. 

“Then I guess we’re all ready to —” 

I was interrupted by a voice: 

“Captain, you aren’t forgetting about me, 
are you?” 

I turned to see Robotix glaring at me as 
Sni©^k.6: billowed out of his air vents. 
Galactic Gor^oniola! He was furious. 

“I’m the one who told you where the 
trash was coming from,” he reminded me. 
“So I insist that I come on this mission!” 

“Um, yes, of course, Robotix,” I reassured 
him. “You’ll come, too!” 

So we all boarded the space pod, our 
small landing ship, and headed for 

Sparklina! 




How Embarrassing! 


Sparklina was a truly FWNTRSTIC city. 
There were tall, shiny towers; superclean 
streets; and large, colorful signs everywhere. 
Everything Honestly, it was 

all a bit much for my taste. I wished I had 
remembered to wear my 

We flew over the city and then headed 
to the spaceport. A delegation of Cleanix 
aliens were waiting there to meet us. They 
had put out a velvet for us, and there 
was a F^LO^tlNClf table filled with delectable 

space treats! 

As soon as we landed, a tall, elegantly 
dressed approached us. He smelled 

strongly of my Javorite cologne: Cheesy 
Moon Craters No. 5. 
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How EhBAfRRASSING! 





“I am the emperor, Samuel Sparkle, 

he introduced himself. “Welcome to Cleanix, 
dear friends!” 

I was a bit eiiMtoairirassedl by all the 
splendor, but I tried to assume a tone that 
was appropriate for the occasion. 

“We spacemice are pleased to meet you,” I 
replied. “Thank you for the warm welcome! 

I am Geronimo Stiltonix, the captain of 




Mow Em barrassing! 





the MouseStar i.” 

“Psst, Geronimo!” Trap whispered in my 
ear. “While you’re handling the pleasantries, 
we’re going to go nibble on some snacks, 
okay?” 

1 didn’t have a chance to respond because 
my cousin was already dashing toward 
the table and snatching up whatever his 
paws could reach. 











How EMBAfRRASSING! 




I was so embarrassed, I turned as re a as 
the planet Mars! 

“Umm . . . y-you must, er, excuse them,” I 
explained sheepishly. “It’s been a (ong trip.” 

The emperor smiled. “No problem!” he 
replied. “But tell me, What brings you here?” 

Thea stepped forward. “During our 
galactic travels, we drove right into a stream 
of that almost damaged 

our spaceship,” she explained. “The garbage 
seemed to be coming from your planet. Do 
you know anything about this?” 

The emperor lost his SfarMjitig smile 
immediately. 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” 
he replied “Spapklina is the 

cleanest and most orderly city in the entire 
galaxy!” 

BLACK HOLEY CALAXIE/.' We had 



Mow Em barrassing! 




irritated him. I tried to be a bit more 
diplomatic than Thea had been. 

“Please excuse us,” I explained. “We didn’t 
mean to question your cleanliness! 
We’re just trying to understand where the 
garbage is coming from.” 

The emperor’s <f©UT expression didn’t 
change. 

“Um, when we arrived, we also noticed 
that half your planet is surrounded by a 
fog,” I pointed out, 
trying again. “Is everything 
okay on Cleanix?” 

“That half is uninhabitable!” 

Emperor Sparkle replied 

quickly. “Don’t worry about 
it! Now, my daughter, 
will show 

I 

around our city.” 








How EMBAfRRASSING! 




At that moment, a very elegant alien 
stepped forward. Even Trap stopped 
S’KacktK^ for a moment to say hello. 

“It would be an fionor to show you 
around our fair city,” Shimmer said 
smoothly. “Please POLLOIU me and we 
can start the tour right away!” 

“We’re coming,” my cousin Trap replied 
quickly, his snout sttmlFlFedl with food. 

How t^ude! 

But Shimmer wasn’t insulted. Instead, she 
looked amused! 

“Farewell, spacemice,” the emperor said. 
“I will be happy to meet with you again after 
your tour. But one bit of advice: Don’t waste 
your time thinking about garbage. Why 
don’t you concentrate on shopping for some 
s PMCESUirrs ? You could use them!” 

I looked at my spacesuit, COnfUSBlI. Sure, 
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it was a little bit worn, but it was still totally 
functional. Plus I really liked it! 

Meanwhile, at the emperor’s signal, a 
I\OBOT had immediately started vacuuming 
up the dirt on the carpet—and all the 
leftover food on the table! 

“Uncle, they threw everything away!” 
Benjamin exclaimed in 
surprise. 

What a waste! 








Supershiny, 

SUPEPSPAPKLY, 

Supepclean! 


The tour of SpdPklinSi began on a long 
street that crossed the whole city. It was 
decorated with all kinds of fflOMHIMnlf. 

“Farther down this street you can admire 
the statue of my grandfather, Reginald 
Shiny,” Shimmer told us. 

As I studied the sparkly statue—which 
was decorated with T)1\H0KDS and 
other precious stones—I thought I saw a 
small, very , and very rusty robot 

dart around a corner. 

6oR.6on2oLAi How was that 
possible? Everything on 




SUPERSfllNY. SUPERSPARKLY. SuPERCLEAN! 



seemed to be brand-new. 

I was about to follow the robot when Trap 
distracted me. 

“G, I can’t take it anymore!” he whined. 
“These statues are so bOrIny. They’re all 
the same!” 

“S sin In In!” I whispered under my 
whiskers. “Have a little more jfatience . . .” 












SuPERStilNY. SUPERSPARKLY. SuPERCLEAN! 


Unfortunately, Shimmer had heard him, 
but strangely, she didn’t get mad. She 
actually started to laugh! 

“Trap is right. That’s enough of these 
boring statues!” she said. “I just had an 
idea: I’ll take you to a place that’s much 
more funi” 

“Sounds great!” Trap cheered. 

A few minutes later, we found ourselves 

in front of a supertall, supershiny. 

and obviously 

SypBrfi 16311 building! 

Shimmer led us to the entrance. 
“Welcome to the Cosmic Mega Mall,” she 
said proudly. “It’s the shopping 

mall in the universe. You can find products 
from every corner of the galaxy.” 

Hartian aMXxarellaf That place 
wasn’t just big—it was immense! 

o 



SuPERStilNY. SUPERSPARKLY. SuPERCLEAN! 



There were luxury stores everywhere. 
Extremely Cleanix aliens were 

coming and going, their bags filled with 
clothes, food, and objects of all kinds. 

“But what are they going to do with all 
this StrUPP?” Trap asked, stunned. 

“The Cleanix people like constantly 
changing our clothes, furniture, computers, 
and spaceships,” she explained. “We love 
everything flGW!” 

“But what do you do with the Old objects?” 

“We throw them away,” Shimmer replied 
simply. “We aren’t 1HTEI\ESTET) in 
things once they are used.” 

As Shimmer spoke, I watched an alien 
[tQViyy^ one store with tons of bags. She 
stopped to take off her jacket—and she 
threw it into a floating trash can, and then 
put on a new jacket she had just bought! 


















SuPERStilNY. SUPERSPARKLY. SuPERCLEAN! 


Only then did I notfCe that the shopping 
mall was full of floating trash cans and 
that were gathering 
everything the Cleanix aliens were throwing 
away. 

I was pretty sure I had an idea where all 
that tra.5h ended up. But when I turned to 
ask Shimmer, she was dragging Trap toward 
a custom-made clothing boutique. 

“You’ll look so great in something 
and NQUi!” Shimmer told 

my cousin. 

Meanwhile, Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy 
had spotted a V?DEo 6ArT)E store. 

“See you later. Uncle G!” they called with 
a wave as they raced toward it. 

I looked around for and saw her 

entering a gigantic vehicle shop to look at 
the latest spaceship models. 




SUPERSfllNY. SUPERSPARKLY. SuPERCLEAN! 




It seemed as if everyone had abandoned 
me. Even Robotix was in a robot accessories 
store! I could see him with 

a shop clerk about something. 

I was on my own. What should I do? I 
thought. I looked at the hologram Rldp of 
the mall. My eyes lit up when I saw that 
there was a bookstore on the seventh floor. 

i I had to 

get there right away! 



-* 3 ^ 

Something 
Stinks . . . 


I went Uf a series of escalators floor 
by floor (luckily there was no liftrix on 
Cleanix!). I was almost at the seventh floor 
when, through a shopwmdow, I noticed 
something flying around outside. 

As I wondered what it was . . . 

BaNel 

I found myself lying on the floor in pain. 
While I had been busy looking out the 
window, the escalator had come to an 

As I got back to my paws, I spotted a 
ditty, QQQQQ robot dart 
behind a trash can. It was the same one I 
had seen earlier on the city’s main street! 



Something Stinks . . . 


The robot tried to zoom away, but I quickly 

grabbed him. 

“Who are you?” I asked. “You’re 
cfi^j6'PGn"b from the other robots 
around here.” 

The robot looked around suspiciously. 
“I’m a spy!” he said. “I’m following 
you to figure out if you’re a friend or an 
enemy!” 

“Enemy?” I asked “Whose 

enemy?” 

“You might be an enemy of the rebel robots 
who have been thrown away like garbage!” 
the creature said proudly. “We’re preparing 
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Something Stinks . . . 


for an invasion. We want the Cleanix aliens 
to understand that they can’t just tOSS US 
aside.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked, very 
curious. 

“First they sent all the robots they didn’t 
want anymore to the other half of the 
planet,” he explained. “Now they’ve started 
launching us into space with their fiSlIactiG 
Garbage Shooter!” 

“Galactic what?” I asked, perplexed. 

“If you go to the top floor —” 

But before the spy robot could finish 
his sentence, one of the garbage robots 
approached. 

“BoQsn B robot trash detected,” 
the garbage robot said in a voice. 

“Vacuum immediately!” 

Then he vacuumed up the little robot 


before turning to 
face me. 

“Contamination 
detected!” the 
robot said. “Begin 
cffeOafeottV^I ” 

I didn’t have 
time to move a 
paw before I was 
covered from ears 
to tail in white 
foam. A second 
later, a stream of 
HOT air dried me 
off. 

“Have a good day, 
sir!” the robot said 
when the cleaning 
was complete. 




Something Stinks . . . 



Stinky space cheese, what was 

that about? 

First the dusty little spy robot, then 

the garbage robot with his 

and P(StN^^C-f(N<J devices . . . something 

strange was going on! 

Suddenly, I remembered what the spy 
robot had told me before he was vacuumed 
up: 

“If you go to the top floor ...” 

So I went to the top of the building, 
where I found a panoramic terrace with a 
Iseautiful view of the entire city. 

Initially, I didn’t notice anything 
(sTxjQfi^j^at all. But then I looked through 
one of the telescopes mounted around the 
edge of the roof. What I saw made me jump 
back in shock. In the distance, an enormouse 
catapult was shootin^ mounds of objects 

O 


Something Stinks . . . 




into orbit. It was the 

Galactic Garbage 
Shooter the spy 

robot had been 
taking about! 

Hoi^y 

craLavr^sJ It was 

true! The Cleanix aliens 
launched their garbage 
into space! 

I had to return immediately to the others 
to tell them what I had difsc®v®iredl ! 
When I arrived back on the ground floor, 
the first one I found was Robotix. 
“Captain!” he greeted me. “Look at my 
antenna! I had to negotiate for a 
while, but —” 

“Yes, yes, that’s very nice,” I interrupted. 
“Have you seen the others? It’s itfej®rtaiTt!” 



Something Stinks . . . 




At that moment, Thea popped out of the 
store she had been in. 

“I’m right here, G!” she called excitedly. 
“I just bought a supercomfortable 
space scooter. It’s parked right 
outside ...” 

“Okay, okay,” I replied 
quickly. “But where are 
Benjamin and Bugsy?” 
“Uncle!” squeaked a 
small voice behind 
me. “Look what we 

wowr 

The two mouselets 
showed me a copy of the 
latest popular VIDEO GAME. 

“Great,” I said. “Now, where’s Trap?” 

Cuz!” my cousin 
shouted. “So, how do I look?” 



Something Stinks 


I turned around and saw Trap dressed in a 

new sparkly gold spacesuit. 

“Terrific,” I replied. “Do you know where 
/HlllIKRis?” 

“Oh, she went to buy some new shoes,” 
Trap explained. “She was wearing a pair she 
got yesterday, but she thinks the QTYL^Q 
have changed already.” 

I was RELIEVED to hear that the emperor’s 
daughter was busy somewhere else. I turned 
to my friends and lowered my voice. Then I 
told them about my 6IICWIIIIIOP with 
the spy robot and about what I had 
from the top floor of the building. 

“This story S’ttKks*! ” Thea exclaimed when 
I had finished. “And it’s not just because it’s 
about garbagyf ! The emperor didn’t tell us 
the TRVJTM when we asked. I wonder 
what else he’s hiding!” 


-- 

An Unauthorized 
Expedition 


Thea and I had just made a plan to do some 
investigating when Shimmer returned 
with four new pairs of shoes. Everyone 
showed her their purchases. 

“I knew you’d it here!” she said, 

smiling brightly. “No one can resist the allure 
of the shopping mall! But now we need to 
return to the imperial palace. My father will 
be QQQQQ if we’re late.” 

Thea and I exchanged a glance. We had to 
Slip 9Ulo|y ! Suddenly, I had an idea. 

“Speaking of your dad, uh. I’m a little 
about these clothes,” 
I told Shimmer, gesturing toward my 
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crurr^plctt spacesuit. “I’d love to buy 
a new outfit before we head back.” 

“Of course, Captain!” she quickly agreed. 
“I didn’t want to ojJendC you, but that 
spacesuit you’re wearing belongs in the 
trash:! Come on, I know a great store —” 

“No, no,” Thea quickly intervened. “I’ll 
go with him because, uh, I know what he 
likes!” 

“And these two mouselings 
and I didn’t get a chance to 
stop at the CAMOy shop,” 

Trap added. “Would you come 
with us. Shimmer?” 

“Definitely!” she said. “As 
long as we don’t take too long, 
we’ll get back to the palace 
©Dfi ttfnn)®. Let’s meet back here in a bit. 

MAPPV SHaPPiNS! 





An Unauthorized Ex pediti on 



As soon as Shimmer was out of sight, 
Thea and I (veo/d/e^ toward the spaceport, 
where our space pod was parked. 

Before we could reach our ship, though, 
an alien from the ithf€rml guard 
Stepped in front of us. 

“Hold it right there, spacemice! ” the guard 
ordered. “You cannot use your spaceship 
without the emperor’s authorization.” 

tIoLgy space: Swiss/ 

Now what? 

But Thea was 
prepared. She 
put on a friendly 
^rnile. 

“Won’t you 
please help us?” 
she asked sweetly. 
“We just need to 
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run back up to the MouseStar 1 to get the rest 
of our crew. This mall is So wonieHul, 
we wanted to give our friends a chance to 
experience it for themselves.” 

“I’m sorry, but I cannot let you pass,” the 
guard responded “Emperor’s 

orders.” 

“I don’t think the emperor would be 
happy if he knew that you l^ej^uSed 
friendly guests the right to go shopping,” 
Thea said slyly. “We had heard that the 
hospitality on Cleanix was the best in the 
entire unfverse. But it turns out that’s not 
true. How disappointing!” 

The guard looked flustered. 

“Oh, well. . . I. . . umm . . .” he mumbled. 
After a moment of hesitation, he finally 
stepped aside. 

“Go ahead,” he said quickly. 
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We scooted past him immediately, thrilled 
at our (^Q)©P ICDCK. 

“Way to go, Thea!” I said as we hopped 
into the space pod. 

Thea immediately pointed our spacecraft 
toward the part of the planet surrounded by 
6R.EEn Fo6. We saw black mountains and 
dark gray clouds on the horizon. 

What an landscape. We were 

flying over an enormouse garbage dump! 
Trash was piled up as far as the eye 


could see. There were scraps of 
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metal, computers, clothes, furniture, robots, 
spaceships, and more. 

“It’s so sad,” Thea said, shaking her snout. 
“How could they do this to their planet?” 

Suddenly, I noticed some 
under one of the heaps of trash. 

“Thea, use the ZOOM, scope on that 
patch of garbage!” I said, pointing to the 
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We were shocked by what appeared on the 
S^P^EN. Hundreds of discarded robots 
were emerging from the trash! 

“What’s going on?” Thea asked. “It looks 
like the trash is coming to life!” 

I remembered the spy robot’s words: 
“We’re preparing for an invasion ...” 

Galactic Gorgonzola! This wasn’t good. 

“Thea, I’m afraid these rebel robots are 
about to invade Sparklina,” I said, worried. 
I quickly reminded her of what the 
robot had told me back at the shopping mall. 

“Oh no!” Thea cried. “The Cleanix aliens 
haven’t treated those discarded robots—or 
their planet—very well. But there has to 
be another @(5)D(!fl{i'B®liD. We need to warn 
the emperor about their plan to IHWMIS 
Sparklina!” 




Stop Right There, 
Space mice! 


With our motors at fu(( ^jpe,tc{, we headed 
back to Sparklina. But as soon as we got out 
of our space pod, a member of the imperial 
guard intercepted us. 

“Spacemice, you are UllClEr affESt by order 
of the emperor,” he said harshly. “You flew 
your spacecraft over the PROHiBitCD area!” 

“U'Mluler I stuttered. “But 

we have extremely important information 
to —” 

“Silence!” the guard ordered. “Now follow 
me to the imperial palace!” 

•TsNitr ClfEEVE! 

This was just what we needed! 



Stop Right There. Spacemice! 



,i-\soned/ 

As we followed the 
guard, I carefully 
activated my Wfift 

conmiQolcotor and 

called Trap. 

“Cousin, we’ve been 
arrested!” I whispered so 
the guard couldn’t hear. “Where are you?” 
He responded immediately. 

“We’re ifTipriSOnsd in the emperor’s palace,” 
he explained quickly. “He found out that you 
took the space pod to SNOOP on the other 
side of the planet, and he came after us!” 

“We found a bunch of discarded re^effious 
ro()ots” I told Trap. “We think they’re about 
to OD0I9 !@i 9© Sparklina and —” 

I was interrupted by sudden shoutS. I 
turned and saw some (JfcaKfx aliens running 
at top speed. 




The rebel robots 
had already entered 
the city! 

In the distance, 

I saw a PUSlCCl 

robot squirting ©SB 
on buildings. A bit 
farther off, an old 

garbage truck 

was pouring its 
contents out onto the 
street and sidewalks. 
Another robot made 

out of Household 
appLfaNc^s was 

blaring music that 
was so loud and 
high-fitcliCcl, 
it was breaking 



Stop Right There. Spacemice! 


windows all around us! 

Suddenly, a (§V|,^cl°w fell over me. I 
turned and saw an enormouse rebel robot 
made of MACWIN^ parts moving toward me 
threateningly. 

stars I I was in trouble! 

A moment before I was crushed by the 
robot, Thea pulled me out of the way. 

I was TREMftLiNG from the ends 
of my whiskers to the tip of my tail. I had 
almost lost rna Pur! 

“Thanks, Thea!” I gasped. “Just one 
astrosecond later and I would have been as 
flat as a fur-covered flying saucer!” 

“No problem, G!” she said with a WITlk. 
“Where did the guard go?” 

“He ran,” I explained. “He must have been 

SCaRBD! 

“Well, that’s goocf news for us,” Thea 
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replied. “Let’s get to the emperor’s palace 
immediately... The rebel robots are heading 
that way!” 

When we reached the palace, though, 
we realized we were The 

rebel robots had already arrived! The 
palace entrance was covered in broken 
glass and metal. 

Ia/MAT a galactic MESS! 







You’re Finally 
Here, Captain! 


Thea and I entered the imperial palace 
keeping an eye out for the 
rebel robots. The building was almost 
completely OE^T There was broken 
glass everywhere, and statues were in pieces. 

“It’s completely Empty,” Thea observed. 
“Where are the Cleanix aliens? And where 
are our friends?” 

At that moment, we heard noises above 
us. We climbed some stairs and found 
an imperial guard tied up with electrical 

cords. 

“What happened?” Thea asked as we 
freed him. 


o 








“Those recycled ROBOTS 
the emperor, his wife, 
and their daughter,” the guard 
explained. “They want to throw 
them into space!” 

Oh no! It sounded like the 
robots were planning to get their 
revenge on the Cleanix aliens 








You’r e Finally H ere. Captain! 



for flinging them into space with their 
Galactic Garbage Shooter. 

“The leader of the rebel robots is one 
of the emperor’s old personal-computer 
robots,” the guard explained. “He said he 
wants to tgkft loack the city.” 

Things were starting to make more 
sense. The recycled robots wanted to 
live in Sparklina instead of being thrown 
away and tossed into space! 

“Maybe the can help 

settle the dispute,” I told the guard. 

“Great idea, Captain,” Thea agreed. “But 
first we need to free our friends.” 

The guard seemed to tfUSt us. 

“The other spacemice are locked in the 
basement,” he said. “Follow me!” 

We hurried down to a large door. 

The guard punched a code on a keypad, 
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and the door tilOOiSfl open. There were our 
friends! 

“It’s so good to see you, Uncle!” Benjamin 
said, giving me a little PECK on the snout. 

“It’s about time!” Trap exclaimed. “I was 
starting to get a little hungry” 

“Well, you may still have to wait,” I told 
him. “A lot has been happening!” 

“Of course, some of us already know 
that,” Robotix said in an 
tone. “Thanks to my new antenna. I’ve 
been ID; on the rebel robots’ 

conversations.” 

“Really?” Thea asked, her ears perking 
up. “What are they saying?” 

“The robots and all the other electronics 
discarded by the Cleanix aliens have 
organized,” he explained. “They want to 
prove that they’re still M9©(?MD, and 

d 





that it isn’t right to 
just throw them in the 

It was just as I had 
thought! But there was 
one thing that I didn’t 
understand. 

“I thought I saw a 
robot made out of 
kitchen appliances,” 

I told Robotix. 

“Who built it? Did the 
rebel robots put it together 
by themselves?” 

“Of course!” Robotix said. He sounded 
insulted. “The Cleanix aliens tossed out very 
artisanal robots that 
were still in working order. And robots are 
very ?nTELL?6£nT, you know!” 







You’re Finally Here. Captain! 




“We have to do SGmQTMING Thea said. 
“There’s no time to lose!” 

“We need to get to the Qgtaotco Oarta^e, 
S^kootar immediately,” I agreed. “If the 
Cleanix aliens and the rebel robots have any 
chance of working things out, we have to 
first S 0 S 19 the emperor and his family!” 

The guard led us to the palace garage, 
where the SVPmVXUmOVS (but 
supertiny!) imperial spaceship was parked. 

“We won’t all fit in there!” I squeaked. 

Trap pushed we inside unceremoniously. 

“Stop complaining!” he scolded me. “We 






Ready to Launch! 


We flew over the city, which was much less 
bright and sparkly since the robot attack. 

“There it is!” Benjamin exclaimed when 

the Goloctic Gorboge Shooter appeared 
before us. 

SoidK Comm! Thousands of 

robots were milling around! 

We landed on a small hill and slowly made 
our way through the TOiof^S. They didn’t 
seem to care about us at all. Instead, they 
were all looking at the Galactic Garbage 
Shooter. 

Unfortunately, the recycled robots were 
so TALL , I wouldn’t have been able to see 
a comet even if it had flown right over my 
head! 





“Trap, let me 
climb up on your 
shoulders,” I told 
my cousin. “That 
way I can 
what’s going on!” 

“Great idea, 

Cuz,” Trap replied. 

But even from the 
top of his shoulders, 
I couldn’t see worth 
a crumb of cheese! 

“Benjamin, CLIMB 
up on top of my 
shoulders!” I told 
my nephew. 

“Sure, Uncle!” he 
replied, scurrying to 
the top. 




Ready to Launch! 




“Can you see anything?” I asked. 

“Yup!” Benjamin squeaked. “The robots 
are loading the emperor and his daughter 
into the Galactic Garbage Shooter!” 

^j5ao6 §Lot^Ff We had to act fast. 
“Run, Trap!” I called down to my cousin. 
“We need to STO? those robots!” 

Trap dashed through the crowd as 
Benjamin and I back and forth. 

Just as we were about to lo$e OUT {uT by 
tumbling off Trap’s shoulders, we reached 
the Galactic Garbage Shooter. The rebel 
robot leader was about to give the order to 

shoot! 

“ST®Pi” I squeaked. 

The robot leader turned to us in surprise. 
“It’s those funny aliens who arrived this 
morning!” he said. “Who are you and what 
are you doing here?” 
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“We are spacemice , and we came here 
to track down the source of all that junk 
floating in space,” I replied. 

“You’re at the source,” the robot leader 
said. “The junk comes from this garbag^-ii^’ 
which the emperor of Sparklina 


gMi)@ 



invented. The 


throw away things constantly—including 
robots! — to make room for newer models. 


And they do it by shooting 


the trash into SpUCC. 



away just like 
everything else. He 
replaced me with a 
newer model with an 


I worked for the 
emperor for months, 
but he threw me 


feature! 


e 
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“That’s terrible,” I said sympathetically. 

“No, it’s the robot 

exclaimed. “There are no oceans, lakes, 
or rivers on Cleanix. So it’s a usseSess 
feature! And I still work! It’s been the same 
for all these robots, too.” 

He gestured toward the other rebel robots. 

“It’s true!” cried a robot made of 
SPACESMiP parts. “I was thrown away 


because my owner didn’t 
like my COlOF anymore!” 

“And I was thrown 
away and replaced by ^ 
a model with 
screens instead 
of five!” another 
robot shouted. 

“You’re right to 
be angry, but maybe 


av/ay 


color! 
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there’s another #OMjTfOif to the problem,” 
I suggested gently. “Sending the emperor 
and his family into space won’t change 
the way the other Cleanix aliens behave.” 

“Maybe not, but it doesn’t matter now,” 
the robot leader replied. “From now on, the 
Begin the countdown!” 
“Ready for DQOQGE! ,” another robot 
announced. • • • mfis© • . . 

efgUfitt... seveofi ... sfx . . 




What a Surprise! 


I covered my eyes with my P3UIS so I 
wouldn’t have to see what happened to the 
emperor and his family. 

“Wait!” someone cried. "‘Tl-C/, is that 
really you? I can’t believe it!” 

It was ROBOTIXl 

“F1-C7! What a surprise!” replied the 
robot leader. 

Then he the countdown. 

I uncovered my eyes and saw the two 
robots hugging each other, flying 

everywhere. 

GREAT ©ALAXiES! They 
knew each other?! 

“You’re still iN+acf,” the robot leader 
said to Robotix in disbelief. “So you weren’t 




after all?” 

“No, I still carry out all my functions 
perfectly on the spaceship MouSeStar 1,” 
Robotix replied happily. “And, not to 
but I’m much more advanced than their 
onboard computer.” 

“Lucky you! ” the robot leader said, 
still in awe. 






WtHAT A Surprise! 


“And what are you doing these days?” 
Robotix asked. 

“Well, I was working for the emperor’s 
family, but after just six months of service, 
they substituted a nCIU robot for me,” F2- 
C7 explained. “On this planet, they throw 
everything away CONSTANTLY. That’s why 
we robots have decided to rebel!” 

“I see,” Robotix said thoughtfully. “But 
maybe there’s another solution ...” 

The two robots began to chatter in another 
language. Of course I didn’t understand 
a thing! 

“Um, excuse me, Robotix,” I said politely. 
“Can you tell me what’s going on?” 

“Oh, I apologize. Captain Stiltonix,” he 
replied. “I forgot to introduce you! The 
robot leader is my cousin FS*Cl!” 

“Y-your cousin?” I asked, stunned. 




WhAT A Sur prise ! 


“Yes, my real name isn’t Robotix—it’s 
F1-C7,*’ Robotix explained. “F2-C7 and 
I were built together in the same astroyear. 
But when I moved to the MouseStar 1 ,1 lost 
track of him.” 

“And now here we are!” exclaimed the 
robot leader. “And my cleVer cousin has 
an interesting idea about how to SOLVE 
our problem.” 

“That’s superstellar!” I exclaimed. “What’s 
the plan?” 

“Robotix suggested that we use the 
MouseStar Vs garbage-recycling machine.” 

“Of course!” I squeaked. “The stellar 
Garbage Sortrix would be perfect for 
the job!” 

“We could bring the 
here to Cleanix to RECYCLE the planet’s 
garbage,” Thea agreed. “That way all the 




What a Surprise! 


trash will have a mew Bfffe! And, of 
course, we’ll encourage the Cleanix to 
throw out less.” 

“Well done, Robotix,” I congratulated 
him. “That’s a GCNiUS idea!” 

“Could you let us down now?” the emperor 
called anxiously. 

“Yes,” I agreed. “We wouldn’t want 
someone to press the l^-UlTclr button by 
mistake!” 











—— 

A New Era 
FOR CleanIX 


The rebel robots rele^o5ecl the emperor, his 
wife, and his daughter from the Galactic 
Garbage Shooter. 

“Thank you for your help,” Emperor 
Sparkle said. “Without the spacemice, who 
knows where we might have ended up.” 

“That’s easy,” Trap replied. “You’d be in 
!” 

Shimmer threw her arms around my 
cousin’s neck. 

My hero!” she exclaimed. “You and 
your friends saved us.” 

“I’m very sorry for having doubted you,” 
the emperor said to me. “When you went 





A New Era for Cleanix 





^ to the QQOO 

the planet, I thought that 
you were our ENEMY .. 

“I told you that 
the spacemice were 

our friends, dad!” 

Shimmer interjected. 
“You’re right,” the 
emperor told his 
daughter. “I should 
have lifltencd to you.” 

Then he turned to me. 

“And I should have trusted you, Captain,” 
he said. “Now what can I do to 
Uf for it?” 

“Solving your garbage problem would be 
a great start!” I replied. 

“But that’s why we invented the Galacblc 
Ganbage Shooben,” he said. 


A New Era for Cleanix 




“I’m afraid POLLVJTiNO space with 
your junk isn’t the answer,” Thea said sternly. 
“You should try using things until they no 
longer work, instead of just throwing good 
things away. Then you can PCClJClC any 
garbage that you accumulate.” 

“Recycle the garbage?” the emperor asked, 
a puzzled expression on his face. “Okay, but 
how?” 

“The Stellar Garbage Sortrix, a machine 
we developed, can recycle niviety-nivie 
point nine percent of all our garbage,” 
Thea explained. “That way we don’t throw 
anything away—not even cinccsc rinds!” 

“We’ve already proMiSed the robots we will 
lend you the Sortrix,” I added. “That way 
you can clean up your planet from TOP 
to bottom. And you’ll give new life to 
things that used to be 
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The emperor gave me a (§eri°M(§ look. Black 
holey galaxies, I couldn’t tell what he was 
But then he broke into a SSifl. 
“Captain Stiltonix, I must admit that this 
is an excellent idea!” he exclaimed. 

Then he turned to P2-G7 
“I’m sorry I tossed you out without 
thinking,” he said contritely. “Since you 



recycling! 
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know garbage so well, I would like to 


make you Cleanix’s official 

What do you think?” 


“I accept the position, Your Highness,” 
F2-C7 replied enthusiastically. “Let’s start 
recycling right away.” 

What a relief! We had come up with a 
solution for an incredibly ITtGSSV problem. 
I activated my WRIST COMMUNICATOR and 
called the MouseStar 1 to tell everyone on 
board the DQQffiQ©. Unfortunately 

for me, Sally answered! 


“What’s the word, 
'aptatV?” she asked 


eagerly. 

“Umm . . . er . . . 

I — I . . .” I stuttered. 

Goswno onwdmwF 

My nerves always took 
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over whenever I had a chance to talk to that 
fabumouse rodent! 

“Captain Stiltonix?” Sally asked. “You’re 
not coming in 

\jAchily, Trap came to my rescue. 

“The captain’s wrist communicator 
isn’t working well.” Tran exolained. “He 
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wanted to ask you to prepare the 

§Ol®-bt®iX for transport to 
Cleanix. We’re loaning it to the emperor so 
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“Copy that!” Sally replied. 

From that day on, the Cleanix aliens 
began an era of respecH: for their 
environment—and for their objects. Before 
we returned to MouseStar U the emperor 
threw a party in honor of the spacemice. 

It was siipersieltar! 



Finally, it was time for 
good-byes: Robotix and 
his cousin QQB 
QD promised they 
would meet again 
within two galactic 
years, and /HIMIKR 
convinced Trap to 
return to Cleanix as 
soon as his new 
spacesuit got 
crumpled. 
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The Cleanix aliens insisted on giving us 
thank-you flIPTfi. Mine was the highest 
honor in the city: A statue made from 
RECYCLED metal was installed on 
Sparklina’s main street, right next to the one 
of former emperor Reginald Shiny! 

MCAiSy what an honor! 

Our mission complete, we returned to 
f. Now space would be clean 
again, and I could get to work writing about 
our encounter with the CHeauiifK aHfems. 
And, of course, I had to reschedule my 
d/in/n^v do/te^ with Sally! Though, first Td 
have to find the to actually 

squeak with her, snout-to-snout. But that, 
dear rodent friends, is an intergalactic 
adventure for another day! 















Be sure to read all my 
fabumouse adventures! 


j #4 I'll Too Fond ol 
My Firl 


*5 Four MIco Doop In 
tho Junglo 


«6 PowfOH, 
Choddorfncol 


#10 All Botnuso olo 
Cup of Coffoo 


#1 Lost Troasiro of 




*16 A Choose-Colorod 



#19 My Nome Is Stilton, 



#20 Surf's Up, 








































f 39 Singlig Sensation 


#23 Valentino's Day 
Disaster 


#24 Field Trip to 
Niagara Falls 


Toy Factory 


#31 The Mysterious Chrlstnos Catostrophe 
Cheese Thief 


#33 Geronlmo ond the 
Gold Medol Mystery 


#35 A Very Merry 
Christmas 





















































«44 Tha Giant 
DIamoid Robbary 


«47 Rua lor tha Hills, 


«S9 Walcoiia to 
Moldy Manor 


«S7Tha Stinky 
Chaasa Vocation 














































S Join me and my friends as 
o we travel through time In 
^ these very special editionsi 


THE JOURNEY 
Through Time 


Back in Time: 

THE SECOND JOURNEY 
THROUGH TIME 


THE RACE 
Against Time: 

THE THIRD JOURNEY 
THROUGH TIME 
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Don't miss 
any of fhoso 
oxiiting 
Thoa Sistors 
advonturos! 



Th*a Stilton ond the 
Secret Oty 


Mystery in Ports 




Theo Stilton and tke yiiea Stilton ond the 
Drogon's Code Moontoin of Fire 


Thee Stilton end the Theo Stilton ond the 
Cherry Blossom Adventire Stor Costowoys 



Theo Stilton: Big Trooble 
in the Big Apple 





Theo Stilton ond the Theo Stilton ond the 
Prince's Emerald on the Orient Express 


Theo Stilton ond the " 
Greet Tvlip Heist 


Theo StiltMWidthe 
Hollywood Hoax 






























Meet 

GERONIMO STILTONOOT 


He is a cavemouse — Geronimo Stilton’s 
ancient ancestopi He runs the stone 
newspaper in the prehistoric village 
of Old Mouse City. From dealing with 
dinosaurs to dodging meteorites, 
his life in the Stone Age is full 
of adventurel 


#1 Til* Stoi* of Fir* #2 Wotch Your TollI 13 H«lp, I'm In Hot lovnl 


f 10 My Autosoinis 

iMUHkd 


































The Amazing 
VOYAGE: 


The Kingdom 

OF FANTASY 



The Dragon 
PROPHECY: 

THE FOURTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
Of FANTASY 


The volcano 

OF FIRE: 


THE Search 
FOR TREASURE: 



The Enchanted 

CHARMS: 


The Phoenix 
OF Destiny: 



'Phoenix 

lESTINV S 



The Hour of 
Magic 


THE SEVENTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 


AN EPIC KINGDOM OF 
FANTASY ADVENTURE 


THE EIGHTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
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1. Control room 

2. Gigantic telescope 

3. Greenhouse to grow plants and flowers 

4. Library and reading room 

5. Astral Park, an amousement park 

6. Space Yum Cafe 

7. Kitchen 

8. Liftrix, the special elevator that moves between 
all floors of the spaceship 

9. Computer room 

10. Crew cabins 

11 Theater for space shows 
12. Warp-speed engines 

I 3 Tennis court and swimming pool 

14. Multipurpose technogym 

15. Space pods for exploration 

16. Cargo hold for food supply 
* I 7. Natural biosphere 













Dear mouse friends, 
thanks for reading, 

•and good-bye until the next book. 
See you in outer space! 








■*. • 


neei 



GenON IVIO ST ITON X 


He is a spacemouse — the Geronimo 
Stilton of a parallel universe! He is 
captain of the spaceship MouseStar 7. 
While flying through the cosmos, he visits 
distant planets and meets crazy aliens. 
His adventures are out of this world! 


eevARei sPAce junki 

MouseStar 7 is surrounded by floating space junk! 
It’s yucky — and dangerous. Geronimo ^ 
Stiltonix tracks down the source of the 
junk and meets very wasteful aliens, 

Even worse, robots that the aliens 
threw away have started to rebel! 

Can the spacemice restore harmony 

before the robots take over? v v 
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